stiff and upright, her eyes wide open in the night, she began to elabor-
ate a new form of suffering for herself.

Meanwhile Simon, in the big armchair in the library, was thinking:
"The fifth. I'm the fifth. I had hoped for a girl who was pure and
undefiled. She has already had four men, and they were certainly
younger and better-looking than I am. A tennis champion. And the
day a sixth pleases her, tomorrow or in a week's time, she'll take him.
She finds pleasure with me. But it's mere chance, and she probably
finds it with no matter whom. Besides, if I really wanted a girl who
was pure and undefiled, I need only have looked for some silly chit in
this neighbourhood, divorced Yvonne, and married her. And she would
have been as dull as a wet day, and have deceived me at the first
opportunity like anyone else. Very well, Simon, you must make up
your mind what you do want. I've taken the easy way. After all, a
girl who's a mannequin, even if it does so happen that she comes of a
good family, is really not engaged for her chastity. In any case, by what
right do I set myself up as a judge? In that bed she's sleeping in she's
rubbing shoulders with half Paris."

He vaguely passed in review the women he had had during the last
thirty years. The principal faces emerged, but he knew that he was
forgetting many of all kinds. And which of those women was not
despicable on one count or another?

He was compelled to recognize that, if the fact that Marie-Ange had
had lovers made him suffer, it was because he loved her, and for no
other reason. "And supposing I had paid some attention to the young
Schoudlers after the crash, if I had told myself that there were two
children without father or mother, who to some extent owed their ruin
to me, while I owed my career to their family, perhaps things would
have turned out differently, perhaps I should have known Marie-Ange
earlier and should not now be sitting here with my four fingers stuck
out stupidly like so many knives."

He told himself that he must stop this adventure at once because
he was putting too much of himself into it, and he would suffer as a
result.

"She'll become essential to me, and then it'll be essential to me
that she's happy. And I shall be terribly unhappy the day she
leaves me."

But he already knew he would not give her up and that he would
compromise with fate. Until Sylvaine he had always had the advantage
over his mistresses. With Sylvaine things had been played out on an
equal footing. With Marie-Ange it would be she who had the advan-
tage. The best he could do was to conceal it from her as long as
possible.

"I've now reached the age of suffering," Simon thought. "I've
reached that time of life when the recollection of old loves poisons the
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